Instantly she answered; "A stage hand".

"Well, tell him to get over the other side."

Her heart beat. Nicanor spoke again: "You are with
the choir-boys? Well, would you mind moving from
this place? You can see quite well from the next division.
You see, the Bishop of Nicsea and his friend will come
through into this box when they finish. I want the way
clear. Shift that stage-hand."

She nodded. Something prompted her to move as
though to do his bidding. She saw now what might be
done., She was sure now that the man in the wings there
was not an accomplice but one of Pappus' handy men
waiting to be of use. The Patriarch was in his perora-
tion, and would be done in a minute; there would be a
minute of applause, then a minute of Symmachus; then
danger. But Nicanor was now on the stage, holding
the fatal door ajar. The time had gone by for driving
a wedge under the door. She had lost her moment. Now
the enemy had been beforehand with her, and had
snatched the Time, which is all-important in affairs,
He held the vital point. The enemy was within eight
yards of Justiniatfs chair, and Justinian's face was turned
away, watching the Patriarch. She knew that the house
was listening with bated breath to the Patriarch, who
was speaking with intensity in an hour of crisis. She saw
Nicanor's lip wrinkling with contempt for the old fooL

As she moved, Nicanor also moved a little to make way
for her. Having moved, he continued moving; he held
the door open so that she could see the men inside it*
For one instant she thought: "This is the instant. Now
they are coming in a rush. I must stop them and scream
alarm." But she was wrong; Nicanor slipped within the
door, back into the box, and drew-to the door behind
him; she heard it close, though it could not catch.
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